Saraswathi

Hail Divine queen of knowledge! Fair Goddess !

Thou clad in white and pure and infuse, thy light

And dispel the biind legions of darkness

About and put them to a timid flight.

The far tinkle of thy golden anklets

We hear along many a high roofed hall

And corridor and hearken to the soft notes

By thy harp whose sweet murmur gently floats

Over eternity and yet we hear not all!

Oh queen thy distant music softly blends

With the secret of the eternal universe

And all this harmony such an enchantment lends

To our frail Reason it cannot converse

With Truth a gem that loves the deeps

And ignorance reigns supremely.

So allowing us only occasional peeps

Behind the clouds hovering over our heads

And thus his path the erring mortal treads.
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